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and is left standing, like a great white box, in the middle of the platform, while some one goes to find the carriage to which it is to be transferred. What it would do if it had to cross the line is beyond conjecture. But we leave that problem behind us, and are speeding on our way northward. The country changes as we pass out of the Bombay Presidency into Rajputana. We are running through a wide plain between parallel mountain ridges, which, if the map tells the truth, stretch the whole way to Delhi. Instead of fields, there are vast prairie-like spaces, scorched to a uniform pale brown. Yet there must be something to eat on them, for one sees cattle and flocks of goats, and a good many people about, acting as herdsmen or gathering something from the inhospitable soil. Except just in the neighbourhood of the towns, there is nothing that an Englishman would call a